THE    REIGN    OF    EDWARD    VIII

ernment resented his campaigns among the poor. They found
his eagerness discomforting, since it exposed the methods of
the authorities and proved their work in the distressed areas
to be slow and blighted by caution. As Prince of Wales, the
King had often been discouraged in his charity. It was clear
to him that he would be similarly frustrated now that he was
Sovereign. His eager hands were tied by the red tape of con-
ventional methods. This lack of encouragement, in the one
cause which stirred his heart, no doubt contributed to his
disappointment and helped his quick and emotional nature
to go its own way. He was accustomed to frustration, but he
had not grown patient with it through experience.

Early in the summer of 1936 the King chartered Lady
Yule's big and comfortable yacht for a cruise in the Adriatic.
The consoling figure of Mr. Simpson now withdrew from the
picture and a party of nine embarked upon a sunny, beauti-
ful holiday. The pity of it all was that the photographs
showed a happy King. The newspapers were still discreet,
placing the good name of their country and the sober repu-
tation of the Government before their own purposes. But
the photographs which were reproduced revealed the King of
ten years before. The boy who smiled from the platforms in
Canada, from the wharf in Melbourne, and from the edge of
Mount, Vaea, when he was in Samoa, was resurrected. He
bought skittles from the fishermen, he swam, and always, he
was laughing. The King was involving his Government, his
Court, his country, and his household, in great and painful
anxiety, and the reward for all this was the joy which was
written on his face. On the way back to England he
paused in Vienna; he dined in small restaurants and courted
success with his old, charming familiarity. Everywhere, Mrs.
Simpson was beside him, and if the society which gathered
about them was sometimes of the kind that sparkles but does
not endure, there was no doubt that the King was supremely
happy.
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